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Valentine Williams spoke fluent German and came to the aid of this
bewildered officer. I shall never forget the effect of his first harsh shout.
"Achtungl"
Hundreds of men who had been lying on the ground sprang to their
feet as though galvanised. Williams made a good job of it.
There was trouble about Sir John French. The Battle of Loos had
resulted in heavy casualties. The Guards, among other battalions, had
lost many of their best. It had not achieved anything, though even if
perfectly handled it could not have achieved much at that stage of the
war, and the over-optimism of our Generals and staff officers had been
grotesque in view of the German strength against us at that time. High
powers now were asking questions about this battle. Sir John French's
own despatches were not forwarded by the War Office to the Press.
One night an extraordinary incident happened at our small chateau.
A young staff officer arrived and we were sworn to secrecy. He wanted
one of us to go to England instantly and take the Commander-in-
Chief *s despatches direct to Fleet Street, cutting out Whitehall.
It was Valentine Williams who went.
A strange thing happened to me. I was invited to breakfast in
Downing Street by Lloyd George. I had never had that honour before
and wondered what it was about. Over the breakfast table with Mrs.
Lloyd George at the coffee pot, the little great man was very genial, and
it was not until the end of the meal that he turned to me gravely and
said: "Tell me what you know about the Battle of Loos. I am a Cabinet
Minister but we know nothing. Everything is held back from us by the
military chiefs, and we have a right to know. How can we conduct this
war if we are kept in ignorance?"
I told him what I knew, and he was distressed by my account.
Soon afterwards Sir John French was succeeded by Sir Douglas
Haig.
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LLOYD GEORGE IN FRANCE
The next time I saw Lloyd George was in Paris, and it led me into
trouble.
I had gpne to Paris on three days5 leave before the Battles of the
Somme when I met him in the Place de la Concorde, outside the Hdtel
Crillon where he was staying.
"How are things going, sir?** I asked him.
He laughed and tapped me on the shoulder with a roll of papers
which he had been carrying under his arm.